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Ars Poetica
Tierney glanced again at the drawing. It looked like nothing—a few
squiggly lines. He hadn’t expected a Raggedy-Andy kind of heart, of course,
but his cardiologist hadn’t even bothered to sketch the fist-shaped mass from
a biology textbook. The only things that had mattered to him were the
arteries stemming from the empty space in the middle of the page, each
artery crossed by two harsh
each intersection flagged by a number, the
percentage blockage.
Tierney returned the paper to his pocket. He stood waiting, but the fat
maitre d’ continued to study his clipboard. The Pasha’s Tent, an expensive
and pretentious restaurant, would not have been Tierney’s first choice on a
usual day. Here in central Istanbul someone had built a Disneyfied Turkey
inside a modern hotel—Tierney had walked through the glass and steel
atrium to arrive at an enormous canopy of red felt filled with kilims and
hanging lanterns.
"Merhaba, Sir,” the man said at last. He scratched at the paper with his
pen. “Good day.” He was sweaty and swarthy and bedecked with gold
chains, and Tierney had taken an immediate dislike to him. “You have got
reservations?”
“ few,” Tierney said.
"Efendim?" The man looked up, puzzled. “Yes? How many peoples?”
“No reservation.” Tierney took a sip from the glass he’d carried from
the hotel
spilling expensive bourbon over its rim with each step. “A
table for two, please.
friend will be joining me.” Friend. The word
sounded false as soon as he said it. A former student?
potential lover? A
woman laughably too young for him?
The maitre d’ ran his eyes up and down Tierney. He frowned. “Today
we
very busy.” He looked again at his clipboard.
Tierney took another drink. Yesterday evening he had gone for the
angiogram—his groin shaved and anesthetized, a catheter shoved up his
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femoral artery, dye forced into his blood. Afterwards the doctor had told
him to go home, to rest, to drink plenty of fluids. That last piece of advice
was one that Tierney had decided to follow.
The maitre d clicked his ballpoint. "Inshallah, I am call you on
intercom.” He clicked his pen again. “Your name?”
Tierney glanced again into the tent. Most of the tables stood empty, and
Tierney could see no reason for the snub. On another day, he would simply
have walked out, but he had already arranged to meet Zeynep here.
“Peacock,” Tierney said. “Drew.” He drained his bourbon, turned away
from the tent, and walked back across the atrium to the hotel bar.
The bar was airport-lounge bland—chrome sling-backed chairs and
tinted glass—but at least it wasn’t Ottoman kitsch. And people had gathered
here, unlike the deserted restaurant. The tables were filled with foreign
businessmen, upscale tourists, and rich Turks. Tierney knew he looked out of
place in his tattered khakis and T-shirt. He took his same seat at the bar.
“Bourbon. Rocks.” He’d been ordering the good stuff, imported.
“Slow down,” the bartender said. She was dark-haired and slight and
pretty in the way that youth
lend itself to relatively ordinary features.
She poured him a fresh glass. “It’s not a race.”
“If only that were true,” Tierney replied.
She shrugged and sat the glass in front of him. Tierney studied her while
she served another customer. It was surprising to see a woman tending bar
in Istanbul. How old was she? College-aged or just beyond. In King Lear
Tierney recalled, Kent said that he was old enough “not to love a woman for
singing.” Tierney sometimes wondered if he would ever feel that old.
College seemed not so long ago. Nothing seemed so long ago. It was too
easy to think that he was still young enough to be attractive.
He glanced through the wall of tinted glass that separated the bar from
the world outside, and he was struck by the unreality of the hotel. In here
temperature and daylight were controlled for the men in suits—the lights
dimmed; the air so cool that Tierney wished for a sweater. Out there,
outside the window, tourists in shorts wiped at their foreheads while a
school-aged boy in ragged sweatpants hustled them for shoe
Tierney took the piece of paper from his pocket and laid it on the
counter. His cardiologist, a very young man who spoke English well, had
studied the results of his angiogram and said, “Cabbage.”
Tierney had shaken his head.
“Cabbage. Coronary Artery Bypass Grafting.” The doctor had sketched
out Tierney’s clogged arteries. “You
get a second opinion, of course.
But I wouldn’t wait long.”
As surely as Tierney knew anything, he knew this was a death sentence.
Perhaps not tomorrow nor the next day, but an ending of life. At best, how
long might a bypass last? Ten years? And then what? Tierney’s own father
had died of a heart attack.
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A voice interrupted his thoughts. “Tierney, old boy. Good to see you.”
Tierney looked up. The Arse Poetica.
Or so Tierney had named him. He was never certain of the man’s real
name—Scott something or something Scott. In addition to the writing of
abysmal poetry, Scott seemed to make a career of hanging out in expat bars,
bumming cigarettes and accepting free drinks. He sidled up to tourists to tell
them about his exotic life as an expatriate poet. He certainly dressed for the
part, Tierney thought, in his clothes of inky black. His white hair was
tousled. His round, tortoiseshell glasses rested halfway down his nose.
“Scott,” Tierney said. “Find someone else to befriend. I teach high
school, remember? No money.”
Scott laughed loudly and too long. He pointed his finger at Tierney like
a gun and mimed firing a shot. “I’ll catch
with you later.”
Tierney watched him work the room, moving from group to group. He
was tiny. Perhaps not freakishly short, but more than a foot shorter than
Tierney. Scott was vaguely connected with Tierney’s school, and stories
about his vindictiveness were legendary.
fellow teacher swore that she had
once seen Scott in a fight with a one-legged man. The man’s prosthesis had
come off, fallen to the floor, and every time he crawled toward it, Scott had
kicked it just out of reach.
After yesterday’s meeting with the cardiologist, Tierney had decided
upon a weekend of hedonism. On a whim, he’d checked into this five-star
hotel, with its pricy restaurant and spa. He’d spent the evening in the hotel
bar—he couldn’t recall how he’d found his way back up to his room. This
morning, after several more drinks, he had called Zeynep, something he had
promised himself he wouldn’t do.
He had last seen her when she’d returned home to Istanbul for winter
break. Zeynep had been a good student of literature, one of his finest, and
he’d met with her to hear about her studies. They had both drunk too
much. Outside the bar she’ leaned into him and raised her face to his. He
kissed her, and she kissed back. He slid his hands under her jacket, under her
ter. d It hadn’t gone farther than that. Tierney had stepped back. “I
can’t.” Afterwards he was uncertain of why he’d said it.
She’d kept sending him e-mails. Almost daily. Chatty notes about her
classes. Reminders of when she would return to Istanbul for summer
vacation. He ignored them or sent back noncommittal replies. But she
continued to write. What could she possibly see in him? He was fat; he was
old. He’d begun to worry that there was something not right about the girl,
and he’ been relieved when finally, a month or two ago, the deluge of
emails had trickled to a stop.
But today he’d invited her to lunch. He hadn’t mentioned that he had a
room at the hotel. Like Big Daddy, Tierney thought, he was contemplating
“pleasure with women.” And why not? She wasn’t his student anymore.
She was of legal age. She could have anyone she wanted. Still, Tierney had
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hoped that the hotel was too upscale to be frequented by other teachers from
his school.
Scott reappeared at Tierney’s side. “What’s that you’ve got there?” He
picked up the paper from the bar and turned it from side to side. “Golf
scores?”
Tierney took a drink. “Heart problems,” he said.
“Oh, dear.” Scott pulled out a stool and sat down. “When did you
acquire one?”
“Piss off, Scott.” Tierney reached for the drawing, but Scott pulled it
away.
“Joshing, Tierney. Don’t be so sensitive.” He motioned for the
bartender. “Buy me a drink and let me commiserate.”
The bartender looked at Tierney, questioning. He considered. Perhaps
conversation at the moment was better than none. “He’ll have a beer,”
Tierney told her, but immediately he regretted the decision. “And bring me
another.”
“I’d rather have what you’re having,” Scott said, tapping on Tierney’s
glass.
“Beer,” Tierney repeated. “Domestic.”
Scott had once, over Tierney’s objections, given a reading at İstiklal
Academy. “We have a talented English-speaking poet in our community,”
Tierney’s director had said. “Why don’t we make use of him?”
Tierney replied, “Just tell me we’ not paying him.”
The students gathered for an assembly, and Scott paraded around the
stage. During one of his poems, Scott’s eyes welled with tears, like the Player
King in Hamlet. That was the moment when Tierney nicknamed him.
Tierney had also begun to compose doggerel in his mind. More poser than
poet, it had begun.
The bartender placed a glass and a
of Efes in front of Scott and slid
Tierney a glass of bourbon. Tierney caught Scott’s eye and gestured toward
the drawing. “Yesterday I found out that my doctor wants to
a vein from
my leg and do some plumbing in my chest.” He waited for Scott to react.
“He’s going to spread my sternum and stop my heart on the operating
table.”
Scott pushed aside the glass and took a drink from the can. He looked
at Tierney. “Ars longa, vita brevis.” He took another sip of beer. “I lapse
into the Latin.”
“That’s your commiseration?”
“That’s all you get
an Efes.” He sat the can on the bar. “My
sympathies grow when I drink something other than cow piss.”
How wonderful, Tierney thought, that this man who makes such an
opera of his own
has so little capacity for empathy.
The intercom crackled.
voice announced, “Drew Peacock, please.
Drew Peacock.”

9 ■

https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol14/iss1/2

4

Wyatt: Ars Poetica

Yalobusha Review
“That’s me,” Tierney said, happy for the excuse.
“Sorry to hear it, old man.”
“I didn’t think he’d really say it.” Tierney counted out a wad of lira and
dropped it on the counter. “Next time I’ll be Alf Hucker.”
"Charmant. You know what I admire about you, Tierney? Your
maturity.”
Tierney rose to his feet and felt the familiar tightening in his chest, a
ss that didn’t want to go away. The
A result of his displeasure with
upon
now,Scott and the effort of standing, Tierney supposed.
The pains had recently
become more frequent. He headed toward the exit. “Steady on,” someone
“
said, and Tierney was surprised to realize
he had bumped into a chair. A
drink had spilled.
“Sorry.”
“I wasn’t entirely joking,” Scott called after him. Tierney turned to face
him. “We’re men of letters, you and I. We should live in art.” Scott stood
showboating for the crowd. “Do you remember your Yeats?” He shut
his eyes and began to recite: “An aged man is but a paltry thing. . .”
Tierney took a step to steady himself. “Must you close your eyes?”
“A tattered coat
a stick, unless
clap its hand and sing A Scott
looked at Tierney and took a small bow.
couple at a nearby table gave him
a brief round of applause. The bartender laughed.
“Men of letters,” Tierney said. God but Scott had perfected the role of
asinine little pseud. Tierney must have taught “Sailing to Byzantium” a
hundred times; he was certain he knew the poem better than Scott, the
ignoramus, did. “Here’s a few lines of poesy I wrote about you.” Tierney
closed his eyes in imitation:

Soul

"More poser than poet, your verses don’t scan;
You bellow emotion, more haircut than man. "
The room had gone quiet. Tierney opened his eyes. People stared. He
decided to continue:

“More actor than artist, most needy offame;
You give public readings without any shame."

He turned back toward the door and made his way to the atrium.
You wound me,” Scott called out. Tierney could tell that Scott was
trying to keep his voice light, but Tierney, to his delight, could hear the
anger underneath. “’Tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a church-door;
but ’tis enough, ’twill serve. You prick.”
Tierney could see Zeynep talking to the maitre d’. He hurried across the
atrium towards her. She looked different. It wasn’t just that he was
accustomed to seeing her in her school uniform. When Tierney had taught
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her, she’d played the part of the rebel. Now she resembled the moneyed
young people in the bar. Her clothes weren’t overstated—a sleeveless blouse,
a pair of slacks—but Tierney was sure they were pricey.
A hand clasped Tierney’s arm at the bicep, a firm grip, not friendly.
Tierney turned his head to see a crew-cut in a blue suit, vaguely simian.
“Hotel security.” Tierney glanced at the man’s nametag: Tim Bradford. An
American, Tierney guessed, ex-military—they all looked the
these guys.
Tierney tried to pull away, but the man squeezed his bicep tighter and
Tierney shrugged in pain. “Would you step over here, sir?” He pulled
Tierney toward the side of the atrium.
“For fuck’s sake! Easy.” The pain shot through Tierney’s entire arm.
“I’m a guest at the hotel.”
Bradford loosened his grip on Tierney’s arm. “Sir, I want you to think
of this as a warning. Do you understand me, sir? Slow down on the
drinking. No more poetry recitals.”
“Recitations,” Tierney corrected.
The man again tightened his grip and rammed his thumb into Tierney’s
armpit. “Are you understanding me, sir?” Tierney tried to back away from
the pain, but he was held fast. “No funny names on the intercom. No more
behavior like last night’s. If you can’t straighten up, we’ll ask you to leave.”
Bradford seemed to have drilled his thumb into a nerve. “I understand,”
Tierney said. “Jesus.”
The man relaxed his grip, and Tierney wrenched his arm free.
He smoothed out his T-shirt. He could make out the red outline of the
man’s fingers on his upper arm. Tierney hurried toward Zeynep, hoping
that she hadn’t seen. If he had driven
in a Mercedes, the staff would treat
him differently. Not only could they smell money, as pigs do truffles, but
they could also scent its absence.
He again felt the pressure in his chest. He reached his hand to his
pocket and
for the drawing. Not there. He checked the other pockets.
He must have left it on the bar.
Zeynep turned as he approached. She looked beautiful. He kissed her
on both cheeks, the Turkish manner of greeting, even among men. It
shouldn’t have felt awkward, but Tierney took a step back. “Hello,
Darkling,” he said—a joke between them, one that had sprung from her
misreading of a line from Keats’s “Ode to a Nightingale.”
Zeynep smiled uncertainly. “I’m just here for a minute.” Her accent
sounded American now. “I can’t stay.”
He wondered why he had ever discouraged her. Now he would have to
work harder, so much harder. “Have a drink. At least.”
She hesitated. “Just for a while.”
The fat maitre d’ led them inside The Pasha’s Tent. Gilded poles
supported a roof of red
embroidered with golden thread. Tierney had to
admit it was impressive. Luxurious. Sumptuous. This pasha had obviously
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known the good life that Tierney craved this weekend. The maitre d’
stopped by a low coffee table, a gleaming copper platter encircled by
embroidered rugs and pillows. “Your table, Drew bey."
Tierney looked doubtfully at the small table. He couldn’t imagine sitting
on the floor throughout the meal. “How about something with chairs?”
The maitre d’ shrugged. “Reservationed.”
Tierney looked again and saw that a shallow pit surrounded the table.
Zeynep stepped down nimbly to the sunken floor. Tierney squatted, slid his
buttocks to the ledge, and maneuvered his legs into the empty space beneath
the table. His upper thigh ached where the catheter had been inserted, but
at least he wouldn’t be forced to eat his meal in cross-legged discomfort.
“One our waiters is ill.” The maitre d’ stood, towering above them. “So
I’m gonna be wait on you personally.” He said this as if it were an honor
bestowed upon them.
Tierney waved away the menu. He knew what he wanted; he had
planned it
leaving the doctor’s office. He wanted a dish he hadn’t
allowed himself in years, his cardiologist’s nightmare. “Iskender kebab,” he
said.
heaping plate of sliced mutton atop Turkish bread, the meat
drenched in tomato
and melted butter.
maybe?” The headwaiter sighed, not bothering to contain his
exasperation. “Maybe soup? There’s one salad that’s cheap.”
In his quest for hedonism, Tierney had managed to find the rudest
waiter in all of Turkey. He wanted to put the man in his place, but
Bradford’s warning was fresh in his mind. “Consider that my starter.” He
turned to Zeynep. “What will you have?”
She hesitated. “I’m not staying. Really.”
“Bring an extra plate,” Tierney told the headwaiter. And choose a
bottle of red wine for us. Something good.”
The maitre d’ gave him an unctuous
as if Tierney had at last done
something right. He turned and waddled out of the tent.
Zeynep fumbled in her bag and brought out a pack of Marlboro Lights,
not the brown-filtered Turkish variety but the American ones. “I was
surprised you phoned.”
“You look good.” He wondered how she could have changed so much
in so short of time. What chance did he have of convincing her to stay?
“College agrees with you.”
Zeynep took out a lighter—silvered, Tierney noticed, not disposable—
and lit her cigarette. “I’m not sure what to call you now,” she said. She
waved the cigarette smoke away. “Sir
a little formal, considering.”
Tierney registered the tinge of anger in her voice. “Everyone seems to
call me Tierney,” he said. He watched her drag hard on her cigarette, as if
she never thought to worry about cancer, or heart disease, or bad skin. The
invincibility of youth.
The headwaiter arrived carrying a copper tray. “I got you a
bottle.”
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He knelt by the table and unloaded two glasses and a bottle of red, French,
not Turkish. Tierney felt a moment of apprehension as he considered how
much it could cost but then decided it didn’t matter. Today he wouldn’t
worry about
The maitre d’ uncorked the wine and offered a dollop
for Tierney to sample. “Just pour it,” Tierney said. “I’m sure it’s fine.”
The maitre d’ scowled and rose to his feet, puffing as he hefted his
weight. “That wine needs to breathe.”
“I’ll give it mouth to mouth.” Tierney handed a glass to Zeynep, picked
up the bottle, and topped up her glass nearly to its rim. He poured
somewhat less in his own glass, knowing that he needed to slow down.
"Cam cam'a değil; can can'a" he said.
Turkish toast, one of the few he
knew—not glass to glass, but soul to soul. He touched the rim of his glass to
d
. takes
Just outside the tent, The Arse Poetica spoke to the headwaiter. Tierney
reel
watched with apprehension. He would prefer that Scott didn’t see him with
Zeynep, especially not after their encounter in the bar.
She took a sip of her wine. “I didn’t think you wanted to see me again.”
It took Tierney a moment to process what she was saying. He realized
he was drunk. He tried his wine. Whatever else he might say about the
maitre d’, the man had chosen a good bottle.
Scott entered the tent arm in arm with two white haired women; his
head came up only to their sagging breasts. The women, sisters perhaps,
sported the standard-issue tourist uniform for older Americans, blue leisure
wear and glaring white tennis shoes. Tierney gestured toward the entrance.
“Check out Scott’s harem."
Zeynep turned to look. She held her wine in one hand, the cigarette in
the other. “Didn’t he read poetry at our school?”
“Poetry is a generous term for what he read.” Tierney let his mind
for a moment. “Try effluvia.”
As his party passed by, Scott called out, “It’s easy to be a critic, Tierney,
but it
courage to create.”
“Perhaps you should give cowardice a try,” Tierney answered.
Scott’s women looked at each other; one clucked her tongue. Tierney
tried to recall when he’ last been clucked at. Scott led them across the tent
to a table, a full-sized one, Tierney noted, with chairs.
Zeynep stubbed out her cigarette in a large copper ashtray. “You made
up a poem about him.”
“A rhyme. I wouldn’t call that poetry either. I’ve been trying to
remember it.”
Tierney watched as Scott seated his women and again crossed the tent
towards him. This wouldn’t be a social visit—Tierney was certain that Scott
was coming to surveil Zeynep. How much trouble could the manikin make
for him? Enough. In the last year, Tierney had been fired from his school
and then rehired at the last possible moment. He knew that his position was
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less than secure. Zeynep was no longer his student, but Tierney might still
have to explain himself to his director.
Scott walked to the edge of their pit and crouched. He spoke in a low
voice: “You really are an infuriating cocksucker, Tierney. But probably I
should thank you.” He nodded toward the white-headed women. “They’
buying me lunch because they
sorry for me.”
Tierney eyed him squatting. “Getting ready to create?”
Scott grimaced and turned to Zeynep. “Who’s the lucky lady?”
“Fuck off,” Tierney said. “Please.”
All right.” He rose to his feet, still focused on Zeynep. “I
tell
when I’m not wanted.” He ran a hand through his mop of white hair,
seemingly to increase its disarray, and returned to the women at the other
table.
Tierney waited until Scott had reached his table before he recited for
Zeynep:

“You’re practiced at witty; you've polished obscure.
You've rehearsed all the stories we’re forced to endure.”

“I remember it.” She drank her wine quickly, gulping more than
sipping. “You should write poetry for real.”
“No,” Tierney said. He reached out with the bottle and refilled her
glass. “I don’t hate the world that much.”
“Tierney, I want to change my major.”
He wondered for a moment if in his drunkenness he had missed a
transition, but then he realized she was continuing a conversation they had
begun during their last meeting. At her parents’ insistence, she had enrolled
as a student of International Relations, some sort of business program
focusing on foreign markets. “You should,” he said.
“I do want to study English, really, but my parents are paying for
everything.”
“You were one of the most talented students I’ve ever taught,” he said.
“Anywhere.” She smiled and looked away. “Don’t squander your talents.”
“You didn’t write back to me.” She took another long drink of wine and
then looked back at him. “I
stupid for writing.”
Somewhere nearby a fax machine, or perhaps a dial-up modem, began to
chirrup in short twittering bursts. Tierney twisted his head toward the noise
and noticed an elaborate wooden birdcage inlaid with mother-of-pearl.
parakeet sang inside. The noise hadn’t been electronic at all. What a setting
this is, Tierney thought.
dream of splendor.
She picked up her cigarettes and shook out another. She looked in his
eyes. “Why didn’t you write me?”
The bird trilled behind him. “I wasn’t sure it was a good idea.” His
mind slipped back to Scott standing in the bar and enjoining him to live for
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art; to sail to Byzantium. In this tent of hand-woven carpets, gold
embroidery, and wrought
it seemed possible to travel back in time—to
an earlier Istanbul,
back to the holy city of Yeats’s poem. Not the world
of the dying generations, where birds sing and lovers embrace, but a world of
art and artifice.
Zeynep smiled. “I hated to lose contact with you. You mean a lot to
me.”
How many times had he taught that poem? Like Nietzsche’s eternal
return, the works and writers circled back to him. Shakespeare year after
year. Other writers—Conrad, Whitman, Frost—had more distant orbits, and
still others swirled nebulously as
to other texts—Keats’s nightingale,
which sang for emperor and clown, gyred back as the enameled clockwork
bird in “Sailing to Byzantium.”
“You don’t have to worry about me.” She extended the pack of
cigarettes to Tierney. “I’m tough. I just need to know that you care.”
He fumbled a cigarette from the pack. Despite the air conditioning, he
felt over-warm. Perhaps he should be resting as the doctor suggested. The
tightness in his chest had begun again, worse than before. He felt suffocated.
“Excuse me.” He struggled to push himself up from the pit. On his way
out of the tent he passed the headwaiter carrying an enormous plate of
Iskender Kebap, sliced döner meat overflowing the edges; red sauce spotted
with yogurt.
Tierney stumbled into the atrium and took a seat on a leather couch.
The angina was stronger than he had ever felt, oppressive. He could tell that
he had broken out in a
Tierney held his head in hands and took a
deep breath.
He knew that he could convince Zeynep to stay. He needed only to
be
ure her
affections. But it struck him that she was a child, really, still
canof hisfree
struggling to break
from her parents. The hoary cliché old enough to be
her father entered his mind.
Scott emerged from the tent.
felt
“Your friend seems young.” He sat on the couch next to Tierney.
“Perhaps I should squire one of your ladies.” Tierney’s arms
heavy, a
sensation that frightened him. He remembered another line from Yeats—he
couldn’t get the goddamned poem out of his mind now—that the heart was
“fastened to a dying animal.”
Scott polished his glasses against his black shirt. “If you could get me
some more readings at your school, I could forget I saw you here today.”
He returned the glasses to his face, carefully sliding them halfway down his
nose. “I
very forgetful.”
It wouldn’t be hard to do what Scott asked. Tierney’s director had raved
about Scott’s last performance. “You’d want compensation, I suppose?”
“You’d hardly expect me to read for free.”
The absurdity of the situation pissed Tierney off. “I’d expect you to pay
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us,” Tierney said. He was aware that he’d half-shouted the words. He
leaned his head into his hands again, wishing the pain away.
Bradford, the security man, hurried over and stood in front of the couch.
“There’s no problem here, is there, sirs?”
Scott held up his hands. “I get the message, Tierney. Say no more.”
He walked back into the restaurant. Bradford stared at Tierney as if in
warning.
Tierney rose to his feet and made his way to the toilet. He stood at the
sink and splashed water on his face. He looked at himself in the mirror. In
his youth, women had told him that he was handsome.
Zeynep was beautiful, desirable, smart. What did she want from him? A
father, perhaps, or a mentor. But Tierney wondered why that should matter.
If he had education and experience on his side, she had youth and beauty on
hers. And Tierney knew which the world valued more.
Turn off your brain, he told himself. Go back in. Flirt. Don’t think.
See what happens.
He made his way back across the atrium and entered the restaurant.
Zeynep wasn’t at the table. He turned. She wasn’t in the tent.
He walked to the table. The tabletop was spilling over with flatware and
hollowware, and
enormous plate of Iskender Kebab filled the center. The
bottle of wine and the glasses had been relegated to the floor at the edge of
the pit. At Zeynep’s place, a folded scrap of paper was tucked under the
edge of her plate.
Why had she left him a note? Tierney bent to pick up the piece of paper.
He unfolded it and looked at the drawing of his heart.
Scott, Tierney thought. He had left the paper with Scott at the bar. He
turned, but Scott was already walking towards him.
“Your playmate left.”
Tierney held up the drawing. “What did you say to her?”
“I asked if there was a message, but she said she had your number. I
allowed as to how she certainly did.”
Tierney clenched his fist. He was certain that he could swat down Scott
with a single blow. “What did you tell her?”
“Perhaps she was put off by the thought that your petit mort could lead to
the big sleep.” He smiled. “You know how young girls are funny that way.”
Come a
closer, Tierney thought. And then he caught site of
Bradford, the
guard, hovering just outside the tent. Tierney decided
he wouldn’t throw the first punch. But no one, he thought, could blame him
if he were forced to defend himself. “Homunculus,” Tierney whispered. “You
are a spiteful little pigmy.”
“Temper, temper,’ Scott said. He turned his back on Tierney and walked
toward his table of white-haired women.
Tierney called out, “I just remembered the ending of my poem.” He
began to
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"When you go drinking, you cry in your beer;
You market your heartbreak for others to hear. ”
Scott turned, his face twisted in anger. “Shut up, Tierney.”

“And when this poem’s finished and I've thought the thing through,
I'll go to the mirror and pray I'm not you."

“You fucker.” Scott, all five-foot-nothing of him, charged at Tierney, his
head down like a cartoon
“Cocksucker,” he shouted, running forward.
Move aside, Tierney thought. He took a step but put his foot down in the
empty space between table and floor. For a brief moment Tierney
himself in midair, aware of the fall to come, and he twisted and reached out
to catch himself. But his outstretched arm also found the hollow ring around
the table. Tierney landed chest-first on the copper tabletop.
He was aware of the sound he’d made upon impact, a tremendous
whump that reverberated even in the fabric-filled tent. For a moment,
Tierney lay still, trying to assess where the pain was coming from. He
couldn’t breathe. He rolled to his
and a dish crashed to the floor.
There were broken plates under him. He wasn’t sure if he was bleeding. His
shirt was covered with tomato sauce and yogurt. He tried to rise to his feet,
but the pain stopped him. He rolled instead onto the main floor. He looked
up to see Scott standing over him.
“
you okay,” Scott asked.
Tierney gasped for air. He tried to speak, but no words came out.
“Is it your heart?”
Tierney struggled for breath. His ribs and chest ached. His lungs
seemed to have failed. A heart attack, he thought. He tried to tell Scott to
get help.
Another voice. “Is he hurt?” Bradford, the crew-cut.
Tierney gasped. He rocked, holding his chest. The fat maitre d’ stood
watching him, too. For Christ’s sake, Tierney thought, I’m in cardiac arrest,
and no one will move to help
“He won’t talk,” Scott said. “I think he’s having a heart attack.”
Bradford bent down. “Are you having a heart attack, sir?”
Suddenly Tierney took in air, a rusty sob of a breath. He realized that
the wind had been knocked out of him, something he’d last experienced in
grade school after a fall from the monkey bars. Tierney held his sides and
wheezed.
“Call an ambulance,” Bradford said. The headwaiter started to waddle
away.
“No,” Tierney spat out. He was beginning to breathe again. He felt
tears in his eyes. “I’m just winded.”
Bradford studied Tierney’s face. “No heart attack? Are you certain, sir?”
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He knelt down. “Do you need medical assistance, sir?”
Tierney shook his head. “Help me up.” Bradford and the headwaiter
grabbed his hands and tried to pull him forward.
“Get him outta here,” the headwaiter said.
Bradford held Tierney under the armpit. Tierney was walked out of the
tent and into the atrium. “I shouldn’t have bothered giving you a warning,”
Bradford said. He pulled Tierney out a side door and gave him an easy
shove. Tierney felt the blast of the July heat after the cool of the climatecontrolled hotel. He sank down on a step, hugging his ribs. “You can’t
here, sir,” Bradford said. “This is hotel property. You can go around the
side to get to the main square. But don’t try to come back in the hotel.”
“I have a room,” Tierney said.
“Not any more. Do you have luggage, sir? I can have it brought
down.”
“No luggage.”
“We’ll charge your credit card for the wine and the food.” The door
shut. Tierney looked down at the splatter of red and white, like blood and
pus,
his gray T-shirt. The shirt was sopping, but he had no way to
clean it. He’d have to find a public toilet or a less discriminating hotel.
He rose to his feet. He wondered if he had broken ribs or merely
bruised them. He limped slowly around the side of the hotel. Down the
hill, heading away from the main square, he spied a girl in a sleeveless white
blouse. Zeynep. He turned in her direction.
Her pace was fast, but Tierney followed as best he could. Soon he had
wandered away from the tourist area into an unfamiliar neighborhood. An
old part of town, a labyrinth of narrow streets. Most of the women here
wore headscarves and full-length blue raincoats. Sometimes, ahead of him,
Tierney thought he caught sight of Zeynep’s bare arms and uncovered hair.
Where could she be going? This, most certainly, was not her turf. He
quickened his pace, and the pressure in his chest intensified.
The street narrowed, and Tierney tried to push his way through the
crowds.
porter approached, a human pack-animal saddled so that he could
carry
enormous bundle on his back, and Tierney flattened himself against
a shop front.
He glanced in its window.
gray-bearded man worked a pedal-powered
sewing machine. Next to him sat a boy doing handwork on a shirt. Tierney
wondered if the boy was the man’s son or his apprentice. They learned their
trades so young here. Tierney had once seen a bent wheel rim hammered
true by two boys barely old enough to wield a mallet. By the time this boy
was eighteen, he would be a master of his craft.
Perhaps Byzantium was gone—no more clockwork birds of gold and
enamel—but surely the crafts lived on in Istanbul. And mightn’t there be
something noble in that? To be an expert at one’s craft?
Tierney turned and glanced down the street. No sign of Zeynep. Had
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he seen her at all? He noticed a barber’s pole opposite him; the barber sat
smoking a cigarette in a folding chair outside his shop. Tierney felt strangled
by the pressure in his chest. He wanted to rest. He wanted comfort.
Tierney crossed the street, and the man greeted him with “Salaam.” His
eyes seemed to take in Tierney’s sauce-stained shirt, but he made no mention
of it.
“ shave,” Tierney said. He struggled to remember the phrase. "Sakal
tıraşı olmak istiyorum.”
He entered the shop, a narrow room with a single chair. The counters,
Tierney noticed, were marble, even in this low-rent neighborhood. He
reclined in the chair and watched as the barber sharpened his razor on a
leather strop. The man worked up a cup of lather with water heated in a
kettle.
Vita brevis, ars longa, Scott had said. Life is short; art is long. But did
that mean that one could find immortality in art, as Yeats desired? Or had
Chaucer gotten closer to the meaning when he wrote, The lyf so short, the
craft so long to lerne?
The barber soaped Tierney’s face with a brush and shaved him with
short, sure strokes. After each pass of the razor, he wiped the blade on a
cloth. The barber finished shaving Tierney once and then soaped his face
again. Tierney could hear the scrape of the razor against his flesh.
Live in literature, Scott had advised. Another line from Yeats sprang to
mind: Nor is there singing school but studying Monuments of its own
magnificence. Tierney had taught literature for thirty years. What else had
he done but study the monuments of art? There were books he knew better
than he knew the people around him. He had lived in literature but not in
life. Childless, loveless. The students he cared for moved on.
Why, Tierney wondered, had Zeynep fled the restaurant when Scott gave
her the drawing? Perhaps she was terrified by his frailty, as Scott had
suggested. Or perhaps she had recognized the desperation in his calling her
on this day. Or perhaps she, too, had seen the irony in the map of his
heart—the clogged pathways to
empty core.
The barber dried Tierney’s face with a towel. A boy ran into the shop to
take the towel and hang it outside on the clotheshorse. The barber doused
his hands with sharp, lemon-scented cologne. He leaned Tierney forward
and kneaded his neck with thumbs and knuckles. Somewhere nearby,
Tierney could hear the sound of an Ay-Gaz truck playing its jingle. The
trucks sold containers of liquid propane gas for cooking, but their electronic
music reminded Tierney of ice cream vans.
It occurred to Tierney that in all his years of teaching literature, he had
written nothing but academic papers. No novel, no poetry save the odd bit
of doggerel composed in his mind and never set to paper. Thirty years of
singing school, but he had never sung.
The barber wrapped cotton wool around a metal rod, dipped it in
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alcohol, and set it alight. He brought the flaming taper towards Tierney’s
ears in quick motions, singeing away the hairs. Perhaps, Tierney thought, the
true artist is simply a master craftsman. There was more artistry in one of
this man’s haircuts than in ten of Scott’s effusions.
Could Zeynep be moved, Tierney wondered, if he were to write her a
poem? A sonnet, perhaps.
form that he could craft and hone. The AyGaz truck passed in front of the shop, its jingle blaring from a loudspeaker.
" Gel! Gel!" someone shouted, helping the truck to negotiate the narrow
street. Tierney began to draft some first lines in his head. Darkling, I look
for you, and I listen for
above the music of the street. No, he thought,
that’s shit. All wrong, all wrong. It was all wrong, but he would fix it. He
would.
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